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The Common World Princess
By Sidney Patrick

Once upon a time there was a frail high school girl that did everything that the world
wanted her to do. If the world asked her to play sports, she did. If the world told her to
make all A ’s, she said yes ma’am. The girl always did what the world wanted instead of fol
lowing her heart, which made her grow weak. At this point, the audience is probably ex
pecting some Prince Charming to sweep the basic girl off her feet and make her wildest
dreams come true - no this is a real-world story. Days and then weeks went by as the
gloomy girl felt like she was wasting her life pleasing the world instead of her heart.
One day, she saw the rebellious teens gathering around the dumpster, lighting
trash on fire. The young, wild, and careless essence that the gothic kids gave off made the
tidy young girl envy them. She too wanted to light things on fire and parade around how
she wanted to. The only problem was, she was so used to doing what the world wanted,
she was very realistic about her future. Throughout her whole life, the world had told her
that there was one way to be successful and it was that way or the highway. Deep down
the girl wanted to experience being a teenager but feared ending up as a lost adult. Re
member, this is a real-world story, so who is going to save this young girl without the help
of Prince Charming or Fairy God Mothers?
College. As high school ended and summer began, the young girl began to slowly
take the reigns of her life and have fun. She began planning her college future and looking
forward to trying new things. She felt as if she had a second chance on life. At times, the
girl worried she could not handle making decisions without the world, but deep down she
knew it would all work out. Alas, move-in day has arrived and the young, frail high school
girl has developed from a caterpillar to a butterfly and is ready to take on the world.

3

Clearing the Battlefield
By Cody Ferris
There I was,
Sitting, waiting for the right
time.
Thinking I'd miss what it was.
But then a sign,
A sign that shined so bright
That I couldn't miss it.
1knew it was right.
The saying "love is a battle
field"
couldn't be any truer.
I've saved you from being
killed.
Our bond so strong,
It couldn't be broken.
This is just our love song.
Love is not something to kid
about,
It is something you should
Want to scream and shout.
The battles we fight,
Are just little tiffs,
In a love so right.
We fight our inner demons,
We conquer our fears.
And it just deepens
Our love.
We battle your depression,
We fight to stay together,
Even with all my aggression,
Our love is true.
And we are meant to be?
Because I know I love you.
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As the Sun Sets
By Jessica Blacksher

As the sun sets,
everything hits.
As the sun sets,
reality is a miss.
How did I get here?
This wasn't on my list.
Where did I go in life?
As the sun sets,
tears fill my eyes.
Will I be forgotten in time?
I know they care,
but I just can't stay here.
As the sun sets,
you will see me fly high.
All you have to do is look in the sky.
As the sun sets,
at home I'll be.
That's where you will find me.

S u n S et B reeze
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Protestin Every Form‘
By Jayden D illo n
Staring into the face of tyranny, the crowd of troops and revolutionaries storm the Bastille. Colonial men, cov
ered in darkness, empty hundreds of crates of tea into the now brown-tinted Northeastern harbor. Prohibited from the
selling of, and then heavily taxed by the British in the buying of salt, one of the staples of their diet, 2,500 Indians led by
Mohandas Gandhi march some 240 miles. Gathered in Washington D.C., thousands of supporters of all backgrounds
turn a hopeful ear as Martin Luther King Jr. steps up to the podium. These people wanted a change. They wanted justice
and so they fought for it by taking up arms, by taking to foot, by raising up their voice. They fought for justice by pro
testing.
A protest is defined by the Merriam Webster Dictionary as “a complaint, objection, or display of unwillingness
usually to an idea or a course of action.” Originally when the word “protest” became popular to use, the adage of the
word “against” was next to imperative which almost softened the words meaning. As the social scene around the world
began to change, so did the word’s usage. During the turn of the twentieth century, the use of prepositions with “protest”
made the word into something more rebellious. W hen “protest” was used, people likely thought of acts of civil disobedi
ence such as a protest march or a protest strike. The word eventually evolved into what we know it as today. W hen we
hear the word “protest” in America, most of us would be quick to think of more of a riotous scene then what the word
denoted at its origin.
W hen examining the results that emerge under a search of the word “protest,” such as the storming of the Bas
tille, the Salt March, or the March on Washington, there is a direct correlation to the metamorphosis of the words usage,
with a few exceptions. W hile in earlier years someone may protest their treatment by simply saying, “I protest my treat
ment!” followed by little or no action, later generations began to take a more boisterous approach. Some marched in pro
test while others may have held up a fist or taken a knee to show their disdain. In conclusion, the word “protest” can be
interpreted in many different ways, and each way is accurate within its own social and historical setting.
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A Moment
Short Story by Staton McBoom
trol anything in my head or my body. I peel myself

My lungs are burning and I can't seem
to focus. The only thing I can hear is my blood

off of the floor and crawl to my mother who is

flowing through every vein in my body. Time has

now plastered on my father's lap. I don't know

never been so slow. It is so cold in this waiting

how many minutes have passed. I look around and

room that I can almost feel it reaching my

the doctor and the nurse are still standing near

bones. My family is sobbing, and I can't manage to provide a

the doorway. I assume they're waiting on someone to give

second of comfort. Emotional comfort has never been my

them instructions on viewings or whatever else there is to say.

strong suit, but it seems it might start to be. We are all hold
ing our breath waiting for some information to slide through

"I love you," I say to my mother as she stands up and
makes her way to the doctor.

the waiting room doors. These white walls only contribute
She turns around, blind from her tears, and mutters
to the blankness in my head. Everyone shifts as the doctor is
"You, too." The remaining twelve of us watch her carefully as
walking up to the doors. He stops, discussing something
she and the doctor whisper to each another. After a minute or
quietly with the short blonde nurse who has tried her hard
two, me, my father and my mother are gathering ourselves and
est to comfort our shaky family. He makes his way in. A very
making our way to my brother. The hallway seems so short
tan man has never looked so pale.
compared to a couple hours ago. Everything seems to exist
He musters up the courage and finally breathes out, "I
am very sorry." Everyone looks to my mother. Have you ever
witnessed someone shatter into a billion pieces? About 13 peo
ple did in that moment. It is a chain; every person begins realiz
ing what this statement meant. I can't stop myself, only watch

without a purpose now. Suddenly we are here, outside the
door. It opens into an even colder room. We make our way in
and before I could prepare myself, there he is. It is a numbness
that engulfs us now. All three of us just stand completely frozen
in space.

the room spin as I fall out of my ice-cold chair heading face
I know this is a moment that should remain silent, but
down to the floor. I hit the ground with undeniable force, but I
I can't help myself.
couldn't feel a thing. I could feel the space left gaping in the
world from where my brother, my best friend, lived. Death
feels so lonely. So... empty. What can I do but melt? I can't con

"I don't understand. He looks so normal," I burst out.
I'm now in tears and spitting out phrases that nobody could

9

(Continued from page 9)

We make our way

decipher. I should be comforting my mother when she has just

through the once

lost a piece of herself, her only son. Instead, I am the one falling

warm, cheerful living

apart.

room to the stairs. I
My mother responds in a raspy, almost whispering

voice, "I don't know, Baylee." My father hasn't spoken a single

help my mother up
them silently.

word. His only son, the son he played sports with, fished with,
shopped with, laughed and loved with, is gone. We will never
see my brother go to prom, get married, graduate, go to college,
At the top of the stairs,
and whatever else people view as major points in life. He just
my father takes over. I
isn't here. He isn't anywhere. I just feel helpless, and for the first
crack open my bedroom door, slip in and shut it immediately. I
time in my life, I can't fix or bandage a problem. We have been
don't want to hear my mother's sobs for another second. Her
in here twenty minutes at the least, just starring. My mother
pain is deafening. I crawl into the ice-cold crisp sheets and try to
caresses my brother's face with so much love that I feel it.
quiet my thoughts. I am getting drowsy, so I put it to rest for the
Someone lays a hand on my shoulder and politely tells

night.

me "it's time. You all need to get some sleep."
It's now Sunday. The day after my brother died. I keep
I look in the direction of the hand and ask, "But how?
How do I sleep after this? What will sleep fix?"
The voice replies, "Give it a try. It helped me in ways I

thinking about how such horrific things can happen to anyone at
any time. Everyone thinks, "Oh, it's not my family, so it's fine,"
but that's not the case. It can happen to anyone, and my family

didn't think it could. Just don't sleep too much. You have to take

and friend community learned that very quickly yesterday. I feel

care of yourself, too." I take the statement with me and gather

even worse for not being more sympathetic to those who have

my family. We all arrive at the waiting room to part ways with
our extended family for the next couple of days. Everyone needs
time to grieve. I drove my parents here in a rush earlier and now
I am driving them home at the slowest rate imaginable. It is hard
to leave him behind on that cold table. Does he feel alone? Is he
at peace? I will never get these questions answered. Before I
know it, we are home. The porch light is like a knife to our eyes.

experienced this. It's like being a sheet hanging outside in the
wind where you can't control what goes on with yourself. My
emotions are scattered and dried out. Thinking about other trag
edy helps in a way. It helps me worry about others and not focus
on how I feel, just how they feel. But at the same time, it is add
ing more grief onto what is stored in my subconscious. I wish I
hadn't taken all of my time with him for granted. I always
10

thought I would see him at home every night. I ache all over as I

We all just lay there in silence, but in peace. There are

try to maneuver my way through the valley of sheets and blan

many cold, empty days ahead. Especially with a funeral to

kets.

come. But I don't want to think about that now. I just want to

Finally, I find solid ground. I shuffle to the closet and find some
thing fitting for the day's cloudy weather. Sweats and a hoodie?
Perfect. I am all set to go downstairs and wait on the couch for
hours in the hopes that one of my parents will make an appear
ance. It is already 3 p.m.

reminisce on the amazing moments our family of four, now
three, had together. The memories keep me warm, and I can
feel myself dazing off into sleep again. I wonder if this empty
feeling will ever fade. I haven't had a chance to escape its com
pany since the car wreck.

Once I made it to the couch it isn't more than twenty
minutes that my father walks into the room. Silence chews at
my heart.
"Dad?" I ask shyly, "Where is mom?"
He glances at me quickly. I am sure he is hoping that I
don't see the tears hanging on his eyelashes. But I do. I run and

Jlc u tn e n

hug him before he can escape the moment. I need conversa
tion more than ever. I can't stand another moment of hear
ing my own body function when my brother's cannot.
For the first time in almost a whole day, he speaks.
"Mom is in bed. Come join us," he said.
I haven't been in bed with my parents in about ten
years. I was seven the last time I sought out their comfort.

V W e-

dw tofWv W*j|f
t e v fa r.

We make our way into the room and find warmth under the
covers next to my very still mother. I feel better knowing our
love will get us through this.

f v

V
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Open Country

Bird’s-Eye View
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Serenity
By Erin Barnett

Glistening Jine lights
casting skadows into sight.
With these eyes, 1 spy.
illuminating,
gold flecks with all their might
hearing peace to the darkest night

Golden Peace

Pkoto by
Suraj Patel
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Peacocks
Sonnet by Emanuel Luna

Beautiful as a bundle of flowers
For someone whom you admired
Falling in love is as strong as having powe
Share the love and others will be inspired
With its gorgeous majestic color scheme
All you see is the explosion in the air
Which might look like a dream
But all you can do is just stare
It being clean, peaceful, and free
People also treating it calm and with respect
In which it is the key
For we the people to protect
As wild peacocks roam
We will only see it like home

0
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Through -the Scope
phoio by SuTq) Pqtel

Rollins Hills
phoio by Sqttlqrrtbq frullqrd

I Spy with My Little Eye . . .
Short Story fey Cody Groer
The game of life isn’t a fair one, is it? Once, there were two young sisters— Carmen, five, and
Cassidy, ten. They were very outgoing girls and they enjoyed playing lots of games together. Their fa
vorite game to play together was “IS p y with M y Little Eye.” They played the game together every af
ternoon, while their parents watched, in their big backyard surrounded by massive, thick trees; howev
er, everything changed when suddenly, both the girls lost at their “favorite game.”
Carmen was fantastic at the game; she often practiced with her friends at school so she could go
home and beat her older sister. Cassidy was struggling to find what Carmen was “spying.”
“I can’t let Carmen beat me today. She’s won every day for the past week!” thought Cassidy as
she raced home after basketball practice. Cassidy thought it was strange that the object that would win
the game for Carmen every day was the same color each time, black. Cassidy was hopeful, though. She
understood that the options for black objects in their surroundings were becoming more and more lim
ited; she would eventually win the game, right?
Cassidy made it home quickly. She didn’t even bother cleaning up before running into Car
men’s room.
“Come on, let’s go play before it gets dark!” exclaimed Cassidy. Carmen looked at Cassidy
from her bed, “I don’t really want to,” she said quietly.
“Don’t be silly,” said Cassidy, “Of course you do. You always want to play!”
“Okay,” Carmen hesitated for a moment before sliding off her bed and onto the floor.
The two girls generally had a good home life, but their parents fought quite often. The past
week was the worst the girls had seen of their parents arguing. They were screaming at each other in
the living room when Cassidy stepped into the room to tell them they were going outside. They didn’t
notice her, and she became too afraid to disrupt them, so she grabbed Carmen’s hand and they slipped
out the back door quietly. “Are mommy and daddy fighting because we’re moving?” asked Carmen
suddenly.
“What? We aren’t moving,” said Cassidy in a confused voice. They continued to walk out to the
trees. “Yes, we are. I heard mommy say so. Daddy doesn’t want to, though,” said Carmen very confi
dently.
They stopped several yards away from the trees, as they knew they would get in trouble if they
walked past the trees. It was starting to get dark, so Cassidy wanted to hurry up and play the game, she
was determined to win this time. “IS p y with M y Little E ye... something green,” paused Cassidy, wait
ing for an answer.
“The grass?” asked Carmen. “Nope,” replied Cassidy smugly.
19

“Is it the caterpillar on that branch over there?” asked Carmen. Cassidy’s smirk fell and she
gasped in amazement.
“You’re cheating!” she exclaimed. Carmen looked puzzled.
“How could I cheat?” she asked.
“I don’t know, but you have to be!” yelled Cassidy, frustration laced in her tone. “I’m not, I
pinky promise!” cried out Carmen.
They held pinkies and swore to each other that they’d never cheat. They decided to walk
just a little bit farther, it was getting a bit darker out and harder to see. They had no idea how close they
were to the trees until it was too late; they were right in front of them. The groaning of the trees bending
in the wind, and the whistling of the branches almost completely drowned out the yelling coming from
the inside of the house. Cassidy took two steps back when she realized how close they were. Carmen
didn’t move an inch.
Carmen was silent, staring into the groaning trees. “IS p y with M y Little Eye,” she paused,
“something black and white.” Cassidy was thrown off by the added color, but she was grateful consider
ing it would be difficult to see something black when it’s dark outside. Cassidy’s eyes scanned her sur
roundings very slowly, then they suddenly stopped on something. A tall, black shadow was standing,
like a human, behind a tree almost directly in front of Carmen.
Cassidy almost missed it, the only reason why she didn’t was because she saw the whites in its
eyes first. The trees were screaming now, as if in a warning. Cassidy tried to run away and grab Carmen
at the same time, but the thing grabbed Carmen and pulled her into the trees. Cassidy ran away fright
ened. She ran into the house frantically screaming. Her parents stopped arguing to listen to the traumatic
event that had unfolded just moments before.
Several years passed,. Carmen was never found. As Cassidy got older and became more capable
of coping with what happened that day, her parents revealed a shocking truth. Apparently, a man dressed
in all black had been watching the girls play for about a week before Carmen’s kidnapping. Her parents
were arguing over moving out of town, Cassidy’s mom wanted to move away from the stalker, but her
dad wanted to stay and work; he was convinced he could protect all his girls. Cassidy wanted to win the
game so badly; instead, both the girls lost that day.
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The Secret in the Falls
By Reagan Benton
Waterfalls
Roaring, gushing
Overpowering anything in the way.
Do not forget,
There are small falls
Dripping, dropping
Small hidden secrets in beautiful waterfalls.

21
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F lo w ers an d an A rc
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W ildflow ers
By Reagan Benton
Wildflowers in the field
Wildflowers bend and sway
Wildflowers with no care about today
There is beauty in the simplicity
Simplicity of a life without woes

I S p y with M y L ittle Eye
By

K arlee

M o rg an

I SPY WITH MY LITTLE EYE

S omething

in his heart that he cannot deny

He
He

may not like to admit it

may want to push it inside
I K NO W HE LOVES ME

Even

though

It’s

He’s
Or

only see it in his eyes

always been this way

It’s
S ometimes

I can

started to change

though

I just

feel deranged

changed lately, sweeter and kind

that could be what

I spy

with my little eye
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ROAMING CHARLOTTE
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CAROLINA SUNSET
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Superstitions: carefree or d a m a g in g ?
Cross your F le e rs $i/ud {-tope you. Fticd Out!
By Cara Grant
SWOSU Timed W.A.R.P. (Writing and Research Project) 1st Place W inner
the origins of superstitious beliefs. According to an arti
Superstitions: often we either hate them or

cle by Hannah Keyser, pagans in Western Europe creat

love them. Some superstitions have become so ritu

ed and developed the fingers-crossed superstition from

al in daily life that we don't even

a simple act of crossing index fin

think about the reason we par

gers with a peer to wish good luck

ticipate in them; we just do! For

to one another to the superstition

example, the minute one of our

we practice in the present of cross

peers suggests an unlucky event

ing our index and middle fingers to

will take place in our life, we

obtain the same outcome (Keyser).

rush to the nearest piece of

Within her article, Keyser explains,

wood and knock the bad luck

"The intersection [of a cross] was

away. On other occasions, we take extra care to

thought to mark a concentration of god spirits and

pick up pennies if they're heads up; in contrast, if

served

they're heads down, we run away with our tails

true" (Keyser). It is also explained on the website Psychic

between our legs. One of the most common super

Library that early Christians used their fingers to com

stitions known in society today is the habit of cross

municate by forming a cross symbol, thus avoiding per

ing our fingers to instill good luck or waive a wrong,

secution during a time when Christianity was illegal

generally lying. Though this superstition has be

("Crossing").

come a part of daily lives, how early did we really

crossed superstition is dark with tales of preventing dark

inhabit such a miniscule fallacy? Beyond the history

spirits and persecution, but the current context in which

of the habit, how did we as a society transform that

we use it is significantly lighter.

habit into an adaptable action in an everprogressing world, and how has that habit in turn
transformed us?

to

anchor

a wish

until

it could

come

The history of our well-known fingers-

As children we often tell secrets, but before we'll spill
the beans, the recipient might be asked to cross their
heat and hope to die, symbolizing that they won't repeat

As teachers love to remind students, there is truly

the secret, and if they do, they should hope to die. Alt

a history to everything. From the creation of hu

hough the recipient crossed their heart to keep the se

mans to the creation of the iPhone, history is rich

cret, the probably soon after crossed their fingers to es

with interesting and explanatory information. Su

cape it. In the modern world, society is hung up on find

perstitions are not detached from this concept. For

ing new and improved ways to avoid responsibility and

a majority of the irrational acts of superstition we

blame, but the solid, standard escape route still lies

participate in, there is a defining history lurking be

within our physical extremities! We have sculpted a

neath the surface. Lurking may paint a dreary and

means of survival for early Christians and a religious be-

chilling historical picture on the subject, but in most

(Continued on page 27)

cases, dreary and chilling is an excellent setting for
26

role in our thought process and character. One we let a

(Continued from page 26)

superstition such as crossing our fingers become a safety
lief of food fortune for Pagans into a lazy excuse to

blanket for wrong-doing, we allow an attitude of invinci

spread gossip and deny our morals with justification.

bility to overtake us, thus exemplifying how a supersti

Though it may appear that we have simply created our

tion can not only be shaped by humans, but shape hu
mans in its own way.

own form of justification for wrong
doing, this justification has in a way
sculpted us.
Naturally,

most

humans

W hy do we cross our
hearts aiA,d hope to die?

have tendency to avid conflict.

There are a plethora of reason that peo
ple chose to oppose superstitions. For
some, superstitions are a direct insult to
their beliefs. For others, superstitions are

Though we want to avoid conflict, humans have an

simply a foolish form of denial against fact and science.

even greater desire to evade guilt or culpability. The

The origins of crossing our fingers base around a pres

use of crossing our fingers to eliminate that factor of

ence of religious belief and a lack of scientific fact. Once

guilt has in part created a nature of laziness, but also

the superstition was established, it progressed and

arrogance. When we cross our fingers, we get to have

evolved with the times to a much more modern flexible

our cake (do what we want) and eat it too (avoid re

version of the original tactic. Aside from our effect on

sponsibility for our actions). With such an easy escape

the superstition, the fingers-crossed superstition left a

route from accountability, we take on an attitude of

permanent mark on humanity and our attitude. Is cross

invincibility. It isn't so bad to lie because technically we

ing your fingers a silly sign of good luck for light-hearted

exiled our promise to keep a secret or do good from

fun, or a deeper seated problem that encourages the

the moment we agreed. Technically, we bought our

avoidance of accountability? Hopefully as history pro

Get Out of Jail Free Card the second our fingers

gresses, we'll find out the true psychological effect of

crossed. All of this may seem a little heavy for a simple

superstitions; cross your fingers . . . or don't!

superstition, but as stated in the article in Most Inside,
" . . . superstitions are merely the fear and weakness of
Works Cited

mind and heart which leads to serious beliefs on rub
bish facts" ("Everything"). The trivial aspects of our

"Crossing Fingers Superstition 5." Psychic Library, htt://

lives and beliefs can snowball and form a much loftier

psychiclibrary.com/beyondBooks/crossing-fingers5/. 15 Mar. 2018.
"Everything About Superstitions." Most Inside. 14 Apr.
2015 https://www.mostinside.com/supersitions/.
15 Mar. 2018.
Keyser, Hannah. "Why do We Cross Our Fingers for
Good Luck?" Mental Floss. 21 Mar. 2014. http://
mentalfloss.com/article/55702/why-do-we-crossour-fingers-food-luck. 15 Mar. 2-18.
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L ife L e s s o n s
By Avery Wilson
SWOSU Timed W.A.R.P. (Writing and Research Project) 2nd Place Winner

Throughout life, we will meet people who are either

stabbed me in the back," they were there to listen and see

a blessing of a lesson. I've had my fair share of lessons with

things form new perspectives. When my "friends" decided not

someone I used to consider a close friend. This summer I

to include me anymore, my sister was there to go with me and

found out I have ADHD and anxiety. I really leaned on a friend

make memories that are worth more than the fake ones I once

and confided in her. She acted like she understood and made

had. Although I fight with my sister, no one comes to my de-

me feel like I wasn't alone. However, when the time came for

fense

had a panic attack at practice

her to stand up for me and defend me when I was

and left, she was right behind

n't there, she let me

me, even though I told her to

down. I was r
hurt

quicker than she does. When I

stay.

that

She took the conse

quences with me and did

someone
trusted

n't leave me alone. The

so

much could so

bond I have with my fam

easily stand by

ily has grown stronger

and

since I've been hurt.

watch

somebody lied to
me

and

Secondly, I've learned that there are

belittled

me. I felt like I was-

girls just like me who don't know why they have a war against
n't worth

anything,

themselves every day. There are girls who put on happy faces

that even someone who understood my constant battle would
when they're really not happy at all. The girls I used to call my
let me fight it alone. I was left out and bullied online. It's tak
friends couldn't see the pain behind my smile and the tears
en months to learn to love myself again and see my worth.
The experience has taught me that no one has my back more
than my family, that everyone has their own struggles, and my
faith in God has grown even stronger.

behind my eyes. Anxiety is real, it doesn't make you weak. It
makes you strong, because you fight battles every minute of
everyday and still manage to keep on going. According to Laura
Nott of the website Elements and Behavior Health,

Firstly, my family has seen me in my darkest hours,
het they still love me unconditionally. They've proven time

anxiety

disorders are the most common of all mental illnesses and
affect 25% of all teens and 30% of all teen girls. That's a lot of

and time again that they will always help me fight my ongoing
battles. When I thought I was alone because my friend had

(Continued on page 31)
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“Anxiety disorders
are the most common of all mental illnesses
and affect 25% of all teens and 30% of all teen girls.”
(Continued from page 30)

gave me my strength. It was not in his plan for me to be ex

kids who are confused and hurting. I've made it my responsi

cluded and depressed. Jerimiah 29:11 says "'For I know the

bility to be kind to everyone, because everyone has their own

plans I have for you,' declares the Lord, 'plans to prosper you

problems and struggles. Kevin Love, a famous NBA player,

and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a fu

recently wrote an article "Everyone Is Going Through Some

ture'" (New International Version). God has given me a per

thing" on the Players Tribune. Love states in his article, "On

spective on life that most teenagers and young adults don't

November 5th, right after halftime against the Hawks, I had a

have. I can put myself in other's situation and feel other peo

panic attack. It came out of nowhere. I'd never had one be

ple's struggles. I've been blessed with strength and empathy.

fore. I didn't even know if they were real. But it was real—as

In conclusion, the friend that "stabbed me in the

real as a broken hand or a sprained ankle. Since that day,

back" has taught me something that they don't teach in

almost everything about the way I think about my mental

school and perhaps the most important lesson I will ever

health has changed." This has opened my eyes to the fact

learn. I don't hate her and I'm not angry with her. I love her

that I'm not the only one with a struggle.

and I wish her the best of luck in her future endeavors. The

Lastly, I've gotten closer to God. I have always been

experience has taught me that no one has my back more

a Christian, but for a while, I resented God for giving me the

than my family, that everyone has their own struggles, and

hateful thoughts that flooded my mind and make me fight

my faith in God has grown even stronger.

through this alone. I wanted to blame God, but I've learned
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that God didn't give me the evil thoughts and tough situa
tions, Deuteronomy 31:6 says, "Be strong and courageous.
Do not be afraid or terrified because of them, for the Lord
your God goes with you; he will never leave your nor forsake
you" (New International Version).
I've come to realize He gave me my family that has
been more understanding and helpful than anyone and he

“Everyone is going through something.”— Kobe Bryant
In The Players Tribune, after suffering an anxiety attack during an NBA game
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Senses
Cara Grant
I see a night sky
Flashes of lightning brighten the
dark like flash photography
Each star grows brighter with
eveiy snapshot
My God did that
I hear children’s feet
Pattering like drums in an angry
forest
They argue and squabble, but still
say I love you before falling
asleep
My God did that
I smell the fragrance before the
rain

Photo by
Deanette Stephenson

Thick and dense with promise
Swirling through the air as clouds
gather and rumble
My God did that
I taste sweet fruit
Rolling beneath my tongue
Sugary and fulfilling
My God did that
I feel fingers cling around mine
Questioning in simple shakes
how unconditional love exists
I feel the words slip from my lips
My God did that

Photo by
Michaela Weaver
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Origins of Omens anc[ Superstitions

e

By Alexa Benedict
SWOSU Timed W.A.R.P. (Writing and Research Project) 3rd Place Winner

Throughout human history, superstitions have been

also extend from Nero Caesar, a Roman emperor, ac

utilized to provide an explanation for the seemingly

cording to Wayne Jackson from the Christian Courtier.

unexplainable. Whether it is death, sorrow, sickness or

Nero was Caesar at the time Revelation was thought to

phenomenon, references to biblical subjects or ordi

be written. He was described as a horrific ruler and of a

nary instances are forever tainted with a ruining repu

"beastly" character. He was greatly critiqued and feared

tation of bad luck. Despite the fact that knowledge of

as manifestation of evil. His name translated from Greek

the natural world and causations for occurrences are

to Hebrew coincidentally adds up to 666. The mark of

greatly understood, society still bewares Friday the

the beast may have been greatly attributed to the perso

13th and spilling salt. These common fears of ordinary,

na of Nero and how close it was to the descriptions of

benign actions are traced back to very common and
influential predicaments like the bible or diseases.

Satan.
Across Central American,

states,

Greece, Mexico, the Ameri

"Here is wisdom. Let him that

cas, Rome, India, the Medi-

hath understanding count the

The "Evil Eye" is a force to terranean, the worst curse to
be reckoned with!
. . .

Revelations

13:8

number of the beast: for it is

deliver is an evil look. The

The biblical number o f the number of a man; and his

dismay of a bad glance is thought to be the fear of sham

sin, fa lling ju st short o f num|jer js $jx hundred threethe fullness and perfec
tion o f the number 7, score and s ix " From this bibli'

ans having the ability to gift death to anyone they

repeated three times fo r cal text the superstition of 666

off such a danger was by amulets or other special jewel

y h e num ber has

ry. This oldest piece of protective jewelry was found in

long since been foreboded by Christians and others

Croatia with an extraordinary age of 1,800 years, found

alike. Numerous groups use the symbol to show rebel

on the Ancient Origins website. The ring was designed to

lion, anarchy, Satanism, or other "evil" focuses The

protect the wearer from evil magic or the evil eye by its

number has made plenty of appearances in Hollywood,

painted eye and rabbit for good fortune. The evil eye

literature, music, and artwork. According to the re

was a force to be reckoned with. Even the bible made

searcher Frances Flannery from Bible Odyssey, the

references to the superstition (Matthew 6:22, Proverbs

number is a mockery at the divine number of seven,

28:22). The evil eye in India is named "Buri Nazar" and

which is seen as full, complete, and the number of

anyone, not just a shaman, can send illness, bad luck, or

days creation lasted. Six is the partial number and lack

death by a gaze. Today, society still frowns upon the bad

ing of holiness; thus, the number is poisoned with a

expression of strangers or foes.

emphasis. js formecj

ghastly reputation. The reason for the reputation could

please. With their magical abilities, the only way to ward

(Continued on page 35)
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(Continued from page 34)

Death has sundry omens that range from culture to culture, a common theme among them: the bird. Birds are a humongous symbol for dying. They are seen as the messenger for death when they fly in a house or sit on a windowsill.
The juncture of having a bird fly in a building is agreeably rare. When it happens around a sorrowful death or near an ill
-stricken home, it is easily blamed on the animal. The origin of the superstition is not entirely pinpointed to an exact
thing. Terry Sovil in his article "Black Witch Moth Butterfly of Death" noted, one cause originated in Mexico where the
bird omen is a prominent wise tale; the Black Witch Moth is native to Mexico and is large enough to look like a bird or
bat. The moth even goes by the name of "The Butterfly of Death." It is attracted to fruit and indoor environments and
can easily scare the life out of a homeowner. The catapult to fame for the
widely-known bird omen could be literature and entertainment. Edgar Al
len Poe wrote "The Raven" in 1845 and told of an eerie bird that drove a
man to madness. The Birds by Daphne du Maurier is an example of the
fear of birds the their link to death. The story was even adapted into a film
later on and became a hit; thus, the superstition was kept alive and well ir
modern society.
Instinctual fears that have sh a p e d how humans
developed their early lives in cultures lo’
today. People have distain towards
numbers, and certain gestures, or even
animals. The legacy of old scary stories and
wise tales has left a superstitious mark on
our modern culture whether it is behavior
or themes in our pop culture. The origins
of these beliefs are problems that have
long been proven with the simple rule:
correlation is not causation.
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Casablanca was a cinematic breakthrough in its time. Casablanca was released in 1942 by Warner Brothers. The film was
directed by Michael Curtis and starred Humphrey Bogart and Ingrid Bergman.
This film takes place in Casablanca during WWII. The audience meets our main character Rick (Humphrey Bogart) who
owns a nightclub. Rick's club is the spot in Casablanca for refugees and corrupt axis officers. Rick's prickly exterior keeps him out of
danger and isolated. One fateful night the audience meets lisa and Victor. Rick immediately recognizes his ex-lover and is wary of
her company. The audience follows Rick and lisa as they sort out their rocky past and possibly a hopeful future, all while the chaos
and danger of Casablanca echoes around them.
Casablanca has been deemed a classic by many in Hollywood for good reason. The movie has impeccable music, acting,
casting, lighting, and screenplay. All these qualities, and many more, have made Casablanca a timeless classic in cinema.
The music is both effective and beautiful throughout the entirety of the film. The score of the film creates the perfect at
mosphere featuring the jazz style that was popular in war time and the '40s. The score successfully reflects the mood of each indi
vidual scene from action packed chases to soft tender romantic scenes to the emotional heartbreak when lisa does not meet Rick
at the train station.
The performances by Bogart and Bergman are flawless. They portray a love that is undeniable, and that is what draws the
audience deeper into the story. The actors did not interact much off
screen, and that makes their on-screen chemistry unbelievable. They
were completely able to step into their characters, and their lives became
the narrative showing the actors' skill.
The casting in the film was renowned for its diversity. Demon
strating the reach of WWII, the casting being truly international reflected
the war; actors from all over the world came together to make a film just
as soldiers from all over the world came together to fight for peace.
The lighting in Casablanca was essential in creating the mood
needed in each scene. Some prime examples of lighting being used to
supplement the story are when: low-key lighting is used in the scene
when Rick is in the bar trying to drink his sufferings away. The low-key
lighting creates shadows and dimension and mirrors the depressing and
Low key lighting creates shadows
hostile emotions felt by Rick (Belton). Later in this scene, lisa appears in
the darkness and has a large backlight behind her illuminating her entrance
and dimension to mirror emotions.
like a beacon. Her perfect angel-like appearance creates this feeling of
hope in the dark, gloomy environment emulating the hope and happiness Rick and lisa once had had. High-key lighting is used in
many flashbacks that are bright and happy. These flashbacks are before their involvement in the war and before the couple's dev
astating heartbreak. The lighting helps differentiate between the past hope and happiness, and the present despair and misery.
I absolutely adore this film and would recommend this it to any viewers that love classic cinema or that enjoy war/
romance films. I would not recommend this film to the typical teenager due to many teenagers having a bias against B&W films,
but I would still attempt to persuade them to watch it. Overall, I love this film and hope many others will too.
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ExploHn 9 Education
By Jacie Piercy
As stated by Christa McAuliffe, “I touch the future; I teach” (“10
Reasons to Teach”). The career path that I have chosen is teaching. Teach
ing is a great career path to choose for many different reasons. Many peo
ple choose to become a teacher to make an impact, get kids on the right
track, and give back.
A teacher makes an impact in every child’s life. Educators help stu
dents realize their true potential. One teacher that made a huge impact in
my life is Mrs. Sheila Hunter. She inspired me to become a teacher. Mrs.
Hunter doesn’t judge anyone by his or her background. To me, Mrs.
Hunter is not only a teacher, but someone that I can come to for anything.
Teachers become mentors and friends to their students.
Not only do teachers make an impact in the lives of their students, they help get students on the right
track by giving students the tools that they need to be knowledgeable citizens. Teachers show students how
they can use the things that they learn in school to help them throughout their adult life. My FCCLA teacher,
Ms. Hickey, taught me how to keep money books, be a leader, and make lasting relationships. She taught me
skills that I will be able to use for the rest of my life. Teachers feel good when they do this because they are
securing their future.
While making an impact and getting kids on the right track are some of the main reasons that people
become teachers, giving back to society is the reason that I want to become a teacher. Many teachers have im
pacted my life, and I want to do the same for other students. I believe that teaching is one of the most reward
ing careers that a person could choose. It might not get a lot of pay but giving back to society is worth more
than money.
These are the things that helped me to decide that I want to become a teacher. I believe that some stu
dents need to be inspired by someone, to know that they can be great. Students also need to have all the right
tools to be prosperous in society, and teachers give that opportunity to them. Teachers give back to society by
not leaving any student behind. Teachers are the backbone of society. Christa McAuliffe was a teacher who
was brave enough to reach for the stars aboard the doomed Space Shuttle Challenger. Although she never got
to realize her dream of teaching from space, she inspired so many by being adventurous enough to explore
education.
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Why Spending That Extra Five Minutes at Home is Important
By Reagan Benton
Is it better to be securely attached or insecurely avoidant? What is attachment anyway? At
tachment is a survival impulse that keeps infants in love with their caregivers and protected. Mary
Ainsworth experimented to see how infants would react to strangers in an unfamiliar environment
without their mothers. Securely attached infants would become upset when their mother left, but then
accept her warmly upon her return. However, insecure avoidant infants would become upset when
their mother left and remain upset after her return. Secure attachment benefits us throughout our lives
by building basic trust, creating a positive sense of self, and developing positive relationships with
other people.
First, secure attachment builds basic trust. Secure attachment comes from sensible and loving care givers. Because these
care givers have instilled love in their children, the kids begin to trust the world around them, this is called basic trust. This trust is
instilled because when they were young and they turned to their mother, either in distress or just for comfort, she was always recep
tive of them. Children who have secure attachment are more likely to have the desire to explore the world around them because
they know they have their parents, their safe place. The children know that if something happens in their life that makes them upset
and they have no one to turn to, they can take their problems to their parents for support. On the other hand, children who are inse
cure avoidant develop a sense of basic mistrust of the world. These children are more likely to shy away from the world and be
come withdrawn because their parents were not present for their needs in the past.
Additionally, secure attachment produces a positive sense of self. When kids develops a positive sense of self, they realize
they are capable of doing things on their own, and they begin to become comfortable with who they are and what they can do. Erik
F.rikson said that children had to have basic trust in their environment before they could develop a positive sense of self. Obviously,
a child who was not securely attached would have a harder time developing a positive sense of self because they would not have
basic trust in their environment. For example, if a girl’s parents are supportive of her efforts in a dance class, then she will be more
open to continue dance and to trying other things. The more supportive her family is of her ideas and characteristics, the more likely
she will be to experiment with what she wants and to love herself. If this same girl’s parents do not ask her about dance or attend
her recitals, then she will be more likely to associate herself with less importance and less likely to repeat dance or try other new
things. Moreover, the girl whose parents encouraged her dancing endeavors is more likely to continue to step out and follow her
dreams than the girl whose parents did not seem to care.
Lastly, secure attachment brings improved positive relationships with others. The safe place that children find in their par
ents changes as they grow up. People gradually shift from confiding in parents, to friends in their teen years, and then life partners
once they get married. Also, if people are confident in who they are, then they are better able to love others and develop meaningful
relationships with them. A meaningful relationship is one where the two people can interact and feel safe with each other. With this
in mind, consider a boy who was insecure avoidant with his parents. He is in a relationship with a girl, but he does not know how to
communicate his feelings because he never has before. In contrast, if that same boy had been securely attached with his parents
then he would have a more open and successful relationship with his girlfriend. Therefore,
insecure avoidant children can become adults that are withdrawn or antisocial. If a person
has never felt safe with someone in a relationship, then they may not be as willing to dis
cuss their life because they do not know what it means to have this relationship. One has to
know how to create this meaningful relationship with others, and they are less likely to
know how to do that if they have never experienced one in their youth.
In essence, secure attachment leads to basic trust which yields a positive sense of
self which ultimately leads to better relationships with others. Meaningful relationships
sprout from secure attachments; therefore, the way a child responds to their mother affects
them well into adulthood. Secure attachments offer a better quality of fife to those who
have experienced them, so the work to prevent children with insecure attachments is important. Caretakers should always respond
to children’s needs to feel safe and loved—this way secure attachments are formed and lives are improved. We should spend that
five extra minutes—or make it ten.
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by
Cody Ferris
Even though you are gone, I still can't accept it. It has
been almost five years. If only we could have gotten to your illness
sooner. You weren't even my dog, but I sure loved you like you
were. You are what made me love golden so much. You made me
feel golden. How you showed love for us and protected us, even
little Daphne. Growing up with you by my side was the best. From
me pulling on your tail, which made you hate me. To us going
through the fields together playing and shooting birds. Even you
chasing your rocks around all the time. You may have been my
brother's dog, but I grew up with you. You were only a few years
younger. It is weird to say this, but you were my best friend grow
ing up. You made things easier. When I was sick all the time, you'd
come back to my room and check on me. I always laid in the floor
and you'd lay beside me, you showed how loyal you were. I'm
sorry you had to suffer, but you are at rest now. I thank you for
the love you showed me growing and for teaching me how much I
truly loved animals.

Two photos by Cody Ferris
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As journalist Elizabeth Fishel

Another reason why I love hav

had was each other. Sometimes that

once said, “A sister is both your mirror

ing a sister is sharing closets. My sister

wasn’t a bad thing, because we

and your opposite.” I get told ah the time

and I are close to same size, so most of

learned to like each other and get

that my sister and I are like night and

our clothes fit each other. When we can’t

along. Nowadays, we don't fight as

day. We have very different personalities

find anything to wear, we can go into each

much, and it’s more fun to hang out

and we look nothing alike, but we also

other’s closets and look; however, we

with each other. Most of my memories

have a lot in common and have a great

don’t always like sharing. Since I’m the

throughout my life have been made

connection. Three reasons why I love

oldest, my sister gets all my old clothes

with my sister.

having a sister are because I’ll always

that I don’t want anymore, and she doesn’t

have someone to talk to and that I can

Having a sister is
one of the greatest gifts anyone can

trust, I have two closets to find clothes in,

receive. It’s easy to have a sister that

and when I’m bored I always have her to

talks, shares, trusts and makes memo

hang out with and make memories.

ries with me—a forever best friend.

When I have no one else to talk

Having a sister has taught me many

to, I know I can always turn to my sister.

things throughout my life. Being a

I can always trust her, and she’ll always

sister has also helped and shaped me

tell the truth and give me her honest

to become the person I am today. I am

opinion. Having a sister is like having a

so thankful to have a sister to not only

built-in best friend.

I know I may not

always have the same best friends I do
now, but I will always have my sister.

have to buy as many clothes when we go
school shopping. I’m glad that I have a
sister with whom I can share clothes.

Growing up we have been through a lot

Growing up, I have always had

together, which makes us very close and

my sister to play and hangout. When we

that's why we have such a strong rela

would get in trouble, our parents wouldn’t

tionship.

let us hang out with our friends, so all we

argue with at times, but to cherish
every moment of my childhood with.
Marian Eigerman spoke truthfully
when she said, “A loyal sister is worth
a thousand friends.”
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Reliance is Golden
By Adam Bryson
As the world becomes increasingly automated,
many people are no longer self-sufficient. This has caused
many people to be dependent on others for things that
those in the past did themselves. The results is that being
self-sufficient is becoming increasingly rare and valuable
in society. Being self-sufficient is beneficial due to the
value in day to day life, the value in the work force, and
the value in emergency situations.
In the modem world, it has be
come increasingly easy to be functional
without being self-reliant. There are
shops for everything, and most times,
individuals do not even need to leave
their house as they can call and have
food and groceries delivered to thenhouse. This has caused many people to
no longer learn skills that at one point
were considered essential to everyday
life, such as sewing. According to
“British Heart Foundation's Big Stitch
Campaign,” less than forty percent of people could confi
dently say they can sew. This is a very drastic change
from not even twenty years ago when many people were
able to and did sew their own clothes. Now, however,
people would much rather get a new shirt or a new pair of
pants.
Not only is the lack of self-reliance affecting the
individual, it is also affecting how companies hire new
employees. The workforce has become increasingly edu
cated as it becomes easier to go to college or other institu
tions of higher learning. This has caused employers to
start putting more emphasis on practical skills when hir
ing. Many recent college graduates have very prestigious
educational qualifications; however, they lack many prac
tical skills that make an individual self-reliant. For exam
ple, an individual is heading to work and their tire be
comes flat. If the individual is not self-reliant, they will
need to call someone else to fix the tire and will be late.
This is shown because as many as fifty percent of drivers

who took a survey by “America’s Automotive IQ”
were found to not be confident or not have any idea
how to change a tire” and that “only 42.2 percent said
they felt confident...’’(Spector). If they are selfreliant, however, they will not need to call someone to
fix the tire and instead fix it themselves and arrive to
work on time.
Being self-reliant is important, but not needed
when it comes to the normal day and the
work force. However, when persons
are thrown into a survival situation
they need to be able to become selfsufficient, or they may lose thenlife. This is something that is a
growing problem. In the past when
people were self-sufficient they were
able to rebuild even after natural dis
asters because they had the skills. In
the present, many people do not
know skills that would be useful in major disas
ters such as economic collapse or invasion of for
eign troops. This was a problem many artists and
office workers faced during the Great Depression
because after they were fired, the only jobs avail
able were manual labor, and many had never
done such jobs. This caused many to be over
looked and thus could not provide for their fami
lies.

Can you sew
on a button?
How about
change a tire?

The message is clear about how valuable
and rare self-reliance is. The increase in technol
ogy has made many people’s lives easier, but
with that ease comes complacency and laziness.
In the modem world, many people have lost the
value of self-reliance and are now over reliant on
other people and technology.
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lo v e i£ S im ple
E>v) Lauren J o n e$
"Lauren!" my mom [hollered] at me through the hall, "Mrs. Shirley and Bill invited us over for dinner tonight. I'd like you
to come with us."
"Do I have to?" I groaned, "There's not going to be anything for me to do. I'll be so bored."
My mom gave me the look that only she could give. That look has the power to make me feel like I need to repent for eve
ry wrong I've ever committed in my entire lifetime in the name of Jesus. Needless to say, I knew I would be attending dinner at Bill
and Shirley's that evening; no questions asked.
The old couple welcomed us at the door. Bill had sad eyes and a tired smile.
His skin was dark and rough from his days in the garden. His attire almost always con
sisted of a plain white shirt and khaki slacks. Shirley's figure was petite and fragile.
She had soft, fair skin; her eyes were full of contentment, and her heart was made to
serve.
Inside their modest, vintage home, the air smelled of sweet, homemade pecan pie with an occasional whiff of cinnamon
and soap. In the living room, a shadow box of old war medals and badges rested on the wall above the bookshelf, along with a pic
ture of a young man with familiar sad eyes and a tired smile. Along with this display, an old grandfather clock moved steadily, never
missing a beat. (2)1 could hear it ticking away the seconds of the evening in the quiet house. The atmosphere was relaxing, like the
pitter-patter of rain on a windowpane. It was as if time stood still; the worries of life melted away in the warm, inviting, little home.
We entered the kitchen to help with any finishing touches for the meal. I decided my job would be to set the table. (l)As I searched
for the silverware drawer, I noticed antique dishware covered the countertops. Decorative plates demanded attention on the wall
above the gas stove. I was so mesmerized by the stories each plate withheld, I almost forgot what I had set out to do. As I set the
table, Bill started bringing out food in large pyrex bowls. Grilled chicken, mashed potatoes and gravy, green beans, rolls, and of
course, pecan pie summoned me with their intoxicating smells.
Once everything was in its place, we [raced] to our seats to eat. My mouth watered just looking at the food, but eating it
(Continued on page 51)
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was even better. The juicy, tender chicken complemented the creamy potatoes perfectly. The pecan pie was just as enticing as
the smell that filled the house. Every bite I took was just as delicious as the one before.
Once dinner was over, we made our way to the living room to let our food settle and chat. I picked a seat right next to
Bill. Their couch was soft and had the perfect smoosh to it. While Mom and Dad were quietly talking to Mrs. Shirley, Bill nudged
me in the ribs and struck up a conversation.
"You wanna know how to never have to wash the dishes again?' he asked.
I smirked and shrugged my shoulders, unsure of what would follow.
"Every time your mother asks you to do the dishes, chip a plate," he chuckled. "That way, your mom will get sick of you
accidentally chippin' all her plates; eventually, you won't ever have to wash a dish again."
We both sat there giggling and snickering as we carried on our goofy conversation. We teased each other and talked
about our hobbies as time casually walked by. A comfortable and familiar relationship blossomed between us. Minutes quickly
turned into hours as we sat on their old, tan yet inviting couch.
All too soon, my mom announced that our wonderful evening had ended. I slowly rose out of the chair, said my good
byes, and trudged to the door.
The night I had been terribly dreading had turned into one of my most treasured memories. After that night, I continued
to visit Bill and Shirley often. The simple yet comforting old couple had turned into my adopted grandparents. I loved them dear
ly.
Bill and Shirley have both passed away, and I still think about them often. I miss those wonderful days of interesting con
versation with them; however, they bestowed upon me so much about the relationships we form with others. Bill taught me that
life shouldn't be taken too seriously; he taught me that humor is important and comforting. Shirley taught me to extend grace to
all people, and to look for the beauty in the little things in life. I learned that living simply, investing in others, and loving like Je
sus is the most fulfilling lifestyle I could have. They taught me that the worries and haste of life will all pass
away, but focusing on Jesus and serving others will last forever. I'm so thankful for the legacy this sweet
couple has permanently [ingrained] within my conscience.
I can't wait to see them again one day. It will be a sweet homecoming with folks like themselves.
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Drug Out of a Ditch...
A Narrative by Mattie Maddox
A life can change in little as three seconds; for me it
took just that long. Like any morning before school, I
strapped on my backpack, grabbed my peach for breakfast,
snatched up my keys, and headed out the door for school. It
was a brisk, cool morning, the sun smiled down at me, and
the birds were angels floating around singing; it was the first
day cold enough to wear sweatpants. I live approximately
twenty minutes from the school, so my car trips feel like
driving to Oklahoma City and back every time I go some
where. I cruised down the back roads listening to my usual
country playlist and took the first juicy, sweet bite of a per
fect Colorado peach. I drove a 2002 white GMC Sierra pickup
that had crank windows. After I'd finished that peach, I
cranked the window and tossed the peach pit out of the win
dow. I took my eyes off the road for a fraction of a second,
and that's all it took for my life to change.
I glanced back at the road as I cranked my window
up and everything became a blur; it all happened so fast, and
sometimes I question if it really happened at all. A mailbox
came out of nowhere and startled me causing me to jerk the
wheel too hard to one side, so I attempted to jerk the wheel
to the other side and that's when I lost control. I didn't feel
anything, and the only thing I can remember is hanging
there, my truck laying on its passenger side, barbed wire
strung everywhere, and my truck screaming at me to turn it
off. I went into panic mode; frantically I undid my seatbelt,
feet falling and hitting the passenger side window, which
was now laying on the ground, and my shaky fingers rushing
to turn the truck off. My next move was to call my dad; I
searched everywhere in that busted up vehicle to find my
phone, but couldn't because it had been ejected from the
vehicle when I had rolled over.
I consistently mumbled, "This is just a bad dream.
You're going to wake up." I mumbled the words until the
words became screams. I had to get out of the vehicle, so I
cranked the window down and used the steering wheel to
boost myself out of my totaled truck.
Sitting on the driver side door I hollered to all the
people that had stopped to watch, " I need a phone. Does
anyone have a phone?" I tasted the blood and bile rising in
my throat as I hopped down and grabbed the lady's outdat
ed flip phone to call my dad.
"Hello?" I heard my dad's distant voice over the
phone.

"Dad, it's Mattie. I got in a wreck and flipped my truck
and I need you to come get me. I'm so sorry," my shaky breath
blurted out as tears pricked the backs of my eyes.
I could hear his disappointed sigh, "Where are you?"
"On Falcon road by Grandma's old house. Hurry."
"Okay I'll be there in a minute." He hung up and I wait
ed in agony for him to get there.
After an eternity of waiting, which was probably only
ten minutes, my dad finally showed up. I practically fell in his
arms; I didn't care that he was probably mad and disappointed.
I just wanted him to hold me and make me not feel as awful
about myself as I already did.
I half expected him to be red-faced, yelling, veins pop
ping out of his neck, but all 1saw was his eyes filled with con
cern and disappointment; I could feel the tension radiating off
of him as we simply stood there staring at the mess I'd just
made. His shoulders slowly relaxed, and he snaked his arm
around me in a comforting hold that only my dad could give
me. My dad was as thankful as I was that I managed to walk
away with barely a scratch. He turned to me and simply asked,
"Well how on earth did you manage to do this?" I just shook
my head and stood there in silence until the police officer came
over and asked how I had wrecked, so I repeated the tale of
events to him and my dad.
I talked with the cops and repeated all the basic ques
tions that they had asked me over and over. After that, I
crawled into the wrecked truck like a frail little mouse and re
trieved my books and bags, then went and sat in my dad's old,
muddy farm truck praying for the day to be over.
My dad climbed into the truck and laid down a piece
of paper, "Well, there's your 250 dollar reckless driving ticket."
I burst into tears as I let all the events that had happened in the
previous hour set in. All my dad whispered through my sobs
was, "Hey, it's okay. Accidents happen. You'll be fine."
Those words made the pain go numb, and I let my
disappointment in myself subside as he drove me to school.
As we walked into the school to check me in after my
hectic morning, he leaned over and said, "You still have to play
in your game tonight." I smiled a small smile and tried to ease
my anxiety as I realized I had plenty for which to be thankful.
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Dinner in the Highlands, Ft. William, Scotland

By Olivia Locke

A Road to Nowhere Photo by Mckinzi Shattuck
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Adversity and Blessings
By Kenlee Crouch
Basketball had always been more than a sport to me. It was my go-to therapy method, my favorite
past time, and the best part of the school day. I had fallen in love with the game, until one day my world
came crashing down. The walls started to close in on me, I could feel my blood pulsing through my veins,
sweat dripped endlessly down my forehead, and it just seemed that the whole world was rooting against
me. That was the very day I was introduced to the one and only senior girl of the basketball team. Little did I
know of the trials I was about to face, and the lessons I was about to learn.
It all started my freshman year of basketball. I fortunately was good enough to get a varsity suit, and I
also got to practice with the varsity. It was a very exciting moment for me. I can remember to this day the
smell of the newly furbished floor as it had been redone before the practice season began. I had so much
nervous energy and was ecstatic to show coach just what I could accomplish. The leathery feel of the
smooth wave ball in my hand gave me the boost of confidence I needed. My first official high school practice
was under way, and it had started off perfect! The girls already knew that I could shoot the ball really well
just by watching me warmup. The ball seemed to be in love with the basket that day because I couldn't miss.
Most of my team m ates were excited to have a good shooter on the team, but apparently not all of them felt
that way. The senior girl felt threatened by my abilities; she had it out for me from the beginning. She would
send a little shove my way here and there. She wouldn't pick me to be on her team for scrim m aging even if I
were the obvious choice for the position. She tried turning my friends against me, but thankfully failed. Her
feelings towards me made her steam like a kettle, and some days I actually thought I could see steam com
ing off of her. All in all, she was a wrecking ball crashing down on my hopes and dreams.
Coach had no idea what was going on. He was about as clueless as a lamb being led to slaughter. He
never did figure it out, and so I went to my parents and told them what was going on.
"Just wait it out and see what happens. Who knows what could become of this year."
"I don't really feel like waiting will help, but whatever you say."
So, I did what my parents told me, but the problem never did resolve itself. In fact, it only seemed to
get worse as the season progressed. I continued to get better throughout the season, but so did her fiery ar
rows of fury that always seemed to land right in the middle of my back. Finally, I had enough of her torm ent
and relentless, unexplainable anger, so I went to my parents and told them I was ready to quit. They sat me
down and we had a very long discussion about my decision to quit. Their words sounded very jum bled, and
as they were talking all I could hear was the sound of the blackbird tattering on the window. It appeared like
they were talking to a brick wall, because I had basically made up my mind already. I'm not really sure what
changed my mind, but I am really glad som ething changed it.
I was relieved when the grouchy senior graduated, so I could finally relax and have a good time doing
what I love. I ended up playing through the season, and I received Sharp Shooter Award for my freshman
year. I also was offered the opportunity to play basketball at the collegiate level for Oklahoma Baptist Uni
versity on a full ride. That just goes to show that hard work, dedication, and especially pushing through ad
versity will bring blessings. I learned that lesson the hard way, but I don't regret pushing through, because it
brought me one of the greatest opportunities I could ask for.
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THE WRECK
by Hannah Alford
It was a cold December morning; the weather station was calling for ice on the roads. My mom came in my
room, woke me and my sister up and got us ready for school. It was like every other typical morning for a third grader,
eat breakfast, watch some cartoons and go to school. My mom was leaving for work. She volunteered to go help
transport prisoners to another county. She is one of the few students in her police academy class that volunteered to
transport prisoners.
1grabbed my fluffy coat and raced out the door for my step dad to take us to school. He turned on the radio,
which could probably be heard two blocks away, and we jammed out to the Disney radio. I got out of the car, walked
inside and headed to class. My day was going well. We started off with a spelling test and then on to science. My favor
ite part about school was playing outside with my friends. We had this giant metal slide on the playground that my
friends and I took turns sliding down. Then was off to lunch.
As the day was coming to an end. I walked in the gym with my sister, and we sat down and waited for my step
dad to come pick us up. He was running a little late, and then a teacher came and got us and told us he was here. We
hopped in the car, and he didn't say a word. He began to speed excessively across town. We pulled into the police sta
tion and he parked next to my mom's car.
"Get out and get in her car," he said, with nervousness in his voice.
"Why what's going on?" I began to reply.
"Just do as I say."
I got out as he asked, and jumped in my mom's car. We got back on the road and started heading the opposite
direction of the house. I blurted out, "Where are we going?" I got no response. Everything around us seemed to be
moving past us faster and faster as he drove like a Nascar driver down the highway. I knew something was wrong.
We pulled up to a tan hospital on a hill in some random town I had never been too. My step dad led me, my
sister and my brother into a tiny room. We sat there for what seemed like a decade, still not knowing what was going
on. A preacher walked into the room and closes the door.
"Hi, guys. I'm a preacher here in Houston, Missouri. How is everyone?"
"We're fine," replied my step dad.
The preacher turned and looked at us.
"Well, I am here to inform you guys on the current situation. It seems your mom has been in a vehicle acci
dent," the preacher said.
My first initial thought was that she was going to end up in a wheelchair. About two years before, she got into
a car wreck that broke her back. She was told if she got into another wreck, she wouldn't be able to walk again. Next a
doctor came in the room and told us that she was in too critical condition for us to go in and see her. We waited and
waited, which felt like a lifetime.
Eventually, my stepdad's sister came to the hospital and took us home with her. When we arrived, she got out
her air mattress, and we went to bed. The next morning, we all got up and ate some breakfast. We sat around and
watched TV to pass the time. After a while my grandma pulled in the driveway. We went to see her, and then five oth
er people got out of the car too. Not my mom, though. As they all walked in with a worried look on their faces, I knew
something was wrong. My grandma then proceeded to tell us, "Your mom didn't make it." She passed away in the am
bulance on their way to St. Louis during the night. Immediately the tears came falling like a waterfall.
They informed me that she had broken every bone in her body. She was not wearing her seatbelt, and the transport
van flipped numerous times. One of the prisoners also passed away due to the car accident. I then left for Oklahoma to
go live with my dad the day after my mom's funeral. I left without saying bye to my friends at school, which was devas
tating. I had to start completely over, new town, new school, new me. My siblings and I are doing fine now. It's almost
been ten years since the wreck, and we're still coping.
Life teaches people that, even through all the hard times, life still goes on.
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K iller Instinct
By Shylar Thornton
It is a very special feeling accomplishing something for the very first time. The first time I can re
member this feeling is when I killed my first deer when I was only ten years old. Killing a deer takes much
more than luck; there is a certain skill one must possess to accomplish that goal.
It was late November with snow covering the ground. I could see my breath with
every exhale I took. My numb fingers gripped the rough cold trigger.
"Pull the trigger," said my dad.
"I can't get on it. The gun is too heavy," I replied.
"Hurry, it is going to run away," my father kept insisting to me.
I watched the deer stand in the field with the sunbeams kissing off his majestic back.
He looked over his shoulder at me and took off running towards the woods. As he ran, I
saw is antlers, which looked more like trees sitting on top of his head than antlers.
Not many things in life will take the wind out of your sails like watching the deer of your dream with its
perfect brown skin run out of sight. In my whole life I had never felt more like an idiot. I could only wish for
another opportunity at that deer. As my dad and I sat talking to each other, I saw movement out of the cor
ner of my eye. As I whipped my head to look, I saw the buck of my dreams standing in an opening about ten
feet wide.
"Get the gun!" my father said with a new sense of excitement.
As I grabbed the gun, a loud crack sounded as I looked around in frustration. Angrily, I asked,
"W hat was that?"
"That was hunters on the field across the way," calm ly replied my father.
To me, missing that buck once again was like Dooms Day. A great sense of anger and sadness fell
upon me. Never in my life had I even had a glimpse at a buck of that caliber, and when I did, I couldn't even
get a shot off at him. The beautiful green and white colors coming from the snow-covered wheat field be
gan to fade and the deer became scarce as nightfall was near. As my father and I were almost ready to turn
it in for the night, I saw it again. A deer standing in an opening eating its last meal. 1picked up the old
brown W inchester 243 and looked through the scope at a small buck.
"Steady your breathing or you are not going to be able to get on it," my father stated.
I was able to get my breathing calmed as I steadied the gun and got the cross arrows right on the
shoulder of the gorgeous deer. "Boom " the gun went as I [yanked] the trigger. I saw the deer [stagger] in
his tracks and fall down.
"Let's go!" my father said proudly.
Dumbly I asked, "Did I get him?"
"Yes it was a perfect shot," said my dad.
As we walked up to him, we saw it wasn't the m onster we had seen earlier in the night but it was a
special moment nonetheless. My father was so proud of me. I think he was ten times more excited than I
was. That moment brought us even closer than we already were.
I learned from this experience some things are too go to be true, but if you have the opportunity at som e
thing, you need to [pounce] on it. If you don't, you might end up with a 90-pound deer that looks like Bambi's brother.
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The Dzy I Broke My First Bone
A Narrative by Derick Bowman
It started out like a normal day. I went to the first day
of the last week of school my freshman year. The first class I
had was my athletics class. That’s when it happened. The day
was basically what you would call a free day. Coaches went off
to do more important things, so we were left to do whatever we
wished. Since this was athletics class, naturally most of us de
cided to do something athletic.
“How about we just play football?” my friend Gus
suggested. After some goading from a few other kids, we had
enough for two teams of seven. This wasn’t an actual playing
field, because we didn’t want to walk over to the practice field.
While the practice field and line yards to know where each
play would start, we just used a medium sized patch of land
about 50 yards long. The practice field, having a sprinkler sys
tem, had good grass. The land we were using had very hard
dirt. Looking back, that should’ve made us move to the field.
The ground was as hard as concrete, with only the grass to
help. There was grass over more than half of the land, but it
was very dry. It wasn’t exactly brown, but you couldn’t call it
green. The grass only saw water when it rained.
“Are we going to play 2 -touch, or playing regular
tackle?” some kid asked.
“We have to play tackle or it won’t be fun,” I said. I
didn’t know it at the time, but that decision changed my whole
summer. Some people protested that, but we shrugged it off as
them being lame about it. It then went to a vote, and we played
tackle.
The sky was as bright as a flashlight being shined in
your face constantly. That was a factor in both teams passing
ability7.1 was alway's regarded as a substantially hefty guy, but I
had the speed to match most of these guys. I couldn’t juke or
like Gus, but still could run enough as far as the coach was
concerned. I ran the ball a respectable amount of time. But I
had an. obstacle to overcome... my friend Reece was on the
other side.
Reece was my friend because he was my rival in a lot
of ways. He was the closest to my size and athletic abilities.
We worked out together every day. Always pushing each other
to get 315 pounds at benching by the end of the y'ear. We both
had at least 50 pounds on everybody else. I had the upper hand
in height, intelligence, and speed, but he had me in raw
strength and endurance. We struggled against each other the
whole game.
By this time, the hour was getting close to be over.
The score was tied. We had 1st and goal, and we wanted to win.
I knew it would be hard. We planned a standard handoff to the
far left. 1 was the one to get ball. I dashed to left, but I saw
Reece as a linebacker.
“I got Derek,” said Reece. I smirked when I heard
that. We hiked the ball. He was coming my way. I immediately
turned around to go on the far right side. I was sprinting by this
time. It didn’t matter that we had 3 other downs to use, this

battle was between Reece and I, and I made it to the end-zone.
I felt myself “fall up,” as my friend put it, into the air
immediately after crossing. I hit the ground with the force of a
truck. I heard my bone make a weird sounding rolling sound,
like two rod gears grinding against, each other by the tips. I
didn’t think of that as a snapping sensation, so I got up quickly
because it didn’t really hurt. I picked up the ball and tried to
throw it. My collarbone instantly felt like I was just stabbed by
a dull knife that was near the melting point of heat, repeatedly.
It only lasted for a split second.
“Wow, that felt fantastic,” I said with sarcasm and
pain. I knew I had a smile on my face. I was frying to rotate
my arm, and it was hard, but I was able to it.
“I think I’m going to sit out for a minute guys.”
“My bad man,” said Reece. I genuinely thought that
funny.
“At least I got the touchdown. That’s what counts,
right? ” I asked.
Since I didn’t hear a snapping sound just the rolling
sound, I still didn’t think it was broken. The coaches were
told, and they weren’t sure about it either. I went to my history
class which was in a building right beside the field. After a
while I asked if I could go to office, because there was a con
tinuous small pain coming from my shoulder. I remember
right after 1 left the class and turned the comer, I started crying
lightly. That was also the last time I ever cried. I composed
myself and went to the office. They called my mom and we
went to the Sayre hospital. The hospital smelled like cotton
balls. I went and got an X-ray. The X-ray showed nothing was
serious, but the doctor wanted to look at it longer and let us
leave.
When night came, my mother helped me take my
shirt off. When I raised my arm, my collarbone immediately
snapped, and this time I definitely heard it this time. The pain
this time made the earlier pain feel like a high-five. I bounced
up and down in the same spot more than 50 times. I remember
that I said “Ow” calmly and repeatedly after every bounce. My
mother later described it as a kind of “scream yelling.” I felt
the bone marrow seep into my bloodstream. I immediately felt
sick. My body was laughing at me.
I went to Elk City Hospital the next day with my fa
ther. The next X-ray showed the bone split in half completely
going down farther into my body rather than out through my
skin. The first X-ray showed the bone only had a small frac
ture going all the way through, barely hanging on apparently. I
was out for next football season and had to put off getting my
driver’s license, because my 16th birthday was next week.
I ended up needing to get a plate with six screws on
my collarbone for six months. If I wanted, I didn’t have to
take it out. I left it in and it’s still in. my body four years later.
That’s the story of the day I broke my first bone.
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